| ee eS. ae oh ee á- ~. 


7-132 
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by 
Apios Tuberosa 
(Pseudoym for: 
T.J. Kaczynski 
3 N. Ridge 
ombard, Illinois $2148) 


Wien When I was in hithechnocl I tock a course in chemistry. 

Tnere was only one aspect of tne susject which inte -extedmne, 

as any chemist could have’ seen ‘from a brief inspecticn of my 
rather specialized noze coilection of reaztents: powdered olusin? 
naun, powdered magnesium, powdered zinc, sulfur, potassium sitrate, 
potassi verna:ganate...i1 suitatle so“vbi:atio:s, tnese tilugs 


are conable of exploding. 
One day in the laboratéry, having finished my assigned ex- 


periment early, I thought I might as well spend the extra time 
pursyifng my faforite line of research, On theoretical grounds, 
a mixture of red phosphorus and potassium clorste seemed pro- 

. mising. (I did not know at the time that it is the red phos- 
phorus in the scratching surface of a metch-book, together with 
the potassium clorate in the match~head, that makes a match light 
so readily. I later found that the mixture is extremely sensitive 
to friction and practically impossible to work with. The reader 
is advised not to play with it.) Taking a minute quantity of 
each of these substances from my collection of reagents, I care- 
fully mixed them, and applied them, with the tip of a spatula, 
to a bunsen-burner flame. The result was a small but promising 

POP. 
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how T BLOW. sse wees 
T.J.K, 


Now, at the table benind me was seated an indivicual by 
the name of Harold Snilly (the name is fictitious, of course), 
who was more noted for irresponsibility than for intelligence. 
it happened that my experiment came to his attention. His in- 
terest was immediately and intensely aroused , and naturally he 
asked me the ingredients of the mixture. I would like to make 
it clear to any of my old schoclmates who may read this that, 
Contrary to rumors current et the time, my sole error and sole 
guilt in the matter lay in the fact that I civilly and truth- 
fully answered Harold Snilly's question. 
To the adolescent mind, there is a vague aure of romance 
and excitement about chemistry, an indefinite vision of drama- 
tic reactions, fireworks, explosions. Perhaps it was this that 
7 ieee ee ban: Haroad Snilly to take chemistry, and perhaps he had been ons 
ee re 


with any other highschool eubject.; At any rate, his enthusiasn 


now knew no bounds. He immediately poured half a vial of reé 
phosphorus and half a vial of potassium clorate onto a sheet 
of paper and began mixing them vigorously. Some of us who hac 
had a little experience with thie sort of mischief expostulatec 
with him; pointed out to him the folly of conducting this kine 
of experiment in the classrooms; suggested that, if he must do 
so, then at least he should not use so much of the stuff. But 
But he was intent on his work, with a bright, happy face and exe 
cited eyes, and he did not answer or even seem to hear our ware 


nings.Cne wasreminded of Toad in Wind in the willows, sitting 


entranced in the middle of the roac muttering "Poop-poop", obli¥ 
vioks to everything but the vision of the retreating motorecar 
on which his glazed eyes were fixed. In the chemicals before hirm 
on the teble, Harold Snilly saw the beautiful flower of fresh 
new experience, of freedom, of adventure. 
Harold Snilly began rolling his chenicals up tightly in 
the sheet of paper. Seeing that all argument was in vain, I 
washed my hands of the matter and turned my back. About two 
eecons later there was cane report. I turned aroun¢, 
and there stood Harold Snilly, rubbing his singed palms toge- 
ther, with a strange perplexed and faintly reproachful expres- 
Sion on his face. The beautiful flower had suddenly turned to 
ashes in his handseevery suddenly end very Jiteraliy turned to 
ashes. Our teacher, Kr. “land, came runnigg out of the supply $ 


room where he had been busy, and hauled off Harold Snilly, first 


to. ‘the school, nurse: -(unfortinately: her iia sustained ano. signitie: Toes 


cant injury) and then to the chamber of inquisition. 

After interrogating Harold Snilly, and extracting from 
him....who knows what truths or falsehoods? iir. Bland returned 
grim-faced to the classroom, stalked up to my table, and asked 
me what I knew of the matter. I told hin, and was in my turn 
marched off to the inquisitorial chamber. The upshot was thet 

I was suspended from the chemistry lab for two weeks and Harold 
Snilly wes kicked out of the class altogether. I thought i$ z 
littis unfair that I should be punished for Harold Snilly's 
misdeec. Still, I was not very displeased at being relieved 


from two weexns of laboratory work. 


Ahab 
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How I “lew..... 
Tod «Ka 


Whether it was the result of Haspld Snilly's reluctance to 
ascribe his misfortune to his own foolishness, or simply due to 
the general laws according to which RUBOR OPERATES, I was some- 
how credited RARE all of the student boty and some of the tenchoroggi: 
with the lion' 6 share of responsibility for the affair. In popue aa 
ler imagination, I was the mad scientist and Harold Snilly my 
innbetnt victim. 
My physics teacher was one of those rare teachers with a 
genuine and spontaneous sense of humor. At the end of the school 
year I was presented with a rather tawdry award (sponsored by 
some corporation) for having supposedly been the best science 
student in the school. When my physics teacher handed me the 
medal, he informed me that "We decided to give you this for 


srying, to blow up Harold SALY” p Farofa Sniny | was E some 3 
pine". ae STS W be Ts cowed 
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